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Discover the beautiful stories of Michael Morpurgo, author of Warhorse and the nation’s favourite
storytellerA moving story of a brother, a sister and a swallow, and how all are in some way
victims of the horrors of landmines.Olly’s brother Matt wants to go and work with children who
have been made orphans, through war, in Africa. He wants to be a clown and make them laugh.
His mother and sister want him to stay in England and go to university.Hero, a swallow, has a
journey to make too. He must fly to Africa for the winter to join all the other swallows. His journey
is difficult and fraught with danger.Three separate stories are woven into one powerful and
moving novel whose central theme not only exposes the horrors of war and of landmines, but
also the endurance of the human spirit.



Dear OllyMichael MorpurgoIllustrated byChristian BirminghamFor Daniel BennettDear Olly,I
have often thought of writing a story in movements rather than chapters – like a symphony. But
for this I needed a story with three distinct yet linked themes, each with a different mood.
Perhaps it was the moods and rhythms of the seasons that suggested this to me. And for me, it
is swallows that are the magical conductors of the seasons.I came across two stories that
enabled me to compose my symphony story: one movement here, at home on the farm in
Devon, one in Africa – and the two themes linked by a third, the swallow’s flight from home to
Africa.I heard of a young Frenchman, so moved by the misery and horror of war and suffering in
Rwanda that he gave up everything, and left at once to help in the only way he knew how.Then,
a good friend of mine suffered a dreadful car accident. Full of admiration, I watched how he
coped with the pain, with the change it brought to his life. I charted his recovery, his rebuilding of
himself.Dear Olly, is a story about nobility and courage, courage against all the odds – the young
Frenchman’s, the swallow’s and my friend’s.I hope you love reading it as much as I loved writing
it.MICHAEL MORPURGOSeptember 2000ContentsCover PageTitle PageDedicationDear
Olly,Olly’s StoryHero’s StoryMatt’s StoryKeep ReadingAcknowledgementsAlso by Michael
MorpurgoCopyrightAbout the PublisherOlly’s StoryOlly was painting her toenails, light blue with
silver glitter. She stretched out her legs and wriggled her toes. “What d’you think?” she said. She
answered herself, because no-one else did. “Amazing, Olly, I think they’re just amazing.” But her
mother and Matt had not even heard her. She saw they were both deeply engrossed in the
television. So Olly looked too.It was the news. Africa. Soldiers in trucks. A smoky sprawling city of
tents and ramshackle huts. A child standing alone and naked by an open drain, stick-like legs,
distended stomach, and crying, crying. A tented hospital. An emaciated mother sitting on a bed
clutching her child to her shrivelled breast. A girl, about Olly’s age perhaps, squatting under a
tree, her eyes empty of all life, eyes that had never known happiness. Flies clustered and
crawled all over her face. She seemed to have neither the strength nor the will to brush them off.
Olly felt overwhelmed by a terrible sadness. “It’s horrible,” she muttered.Suddenly, without a
word, Matt got up from the sofa and stormed out, banging the door.“What’s the matter with him?”
Olly asked. But she could see her mother was as mystified and as surprised as she was.For
some days now, she had known something was wrong with Matt. No jokes, no teasing, no
clowning. He should have been on top of the world. Just a week or so before, his exam results
had come in. Straight ‘A’s – he could go to veterinary college at Bristol just as he had planned.
Olly’s mother had been ecstatic. She had rung up and invited everyone to a celebration
barbecue in the garden, spare ribs and sausages and chicken. They all expected, as Olly had,
that sooner or later Matt would get into his clown gear and do his party act. But he didn’t. He
hardly said a word to anyone all evening.Great Aunt Bethel, “Gaunty Bethel” as everyone called
her, made a speech that took a long time coming to an end. “I just want to say well done, Matt,”
she said. “I know that if your father had been here, he’d have been as proud of you as we all
are.”Olly never liked it when people talked of her father. Everyone else, it seemed, had known
him, except her. To her, he was the man in the photo on the mantelpiece who had died in a car



accident on his way to work one morning. She had no memories of him at all.Gaunty Bethel had
still not quite finished. “Now you can go off to college, Matt, and become a vet just like he was,
just like your mother is.”Everyone had cheered and whooped and clapped, Olly as loudly as
anyone, until she saw the look on Matt’s face. He was hating every moment of it. It was true that
just occasionally Matt could seem very far away and serious, lost in some deep thought. Olly
knew well enough to leave him alone when he was like that. But this was quite different. He’d
gone out in a fury, slamming the door behind him, and Olly wanted to know why. She went out
after him.She knew where she would find him. All summer the swallows had been flying in and
out of their nest at the back of the garage. Matt had constructed a well-camouflaged hide at a
discreet distance from the nest, and would sit in it for hours on end – he had done most of his
exam revision up there – watching and sometimes photographing the parent swallows, as they
renovated their nest, incubated their eggs, and now as they flew almost constant hunting sorties
to feed their young. He never liked anyone to come too close when the swallows were nesting –
he had even made his mother park her car in the street until the young had flown the nest.Olly
found him sitting up there in the hide, his knees drawn up to his chin. “Stay there. I’ll come down,”
he said.They walked together into the back garden. “They’ve hatched four,” he went on. “One
more to go, I hope.” He sat down on the swing under the conker tree. It creaked and groaned
under him. He didn’t say anything for a while. Then he told her: “I’ve made up my mind, Olly. I’m
not going to college. I’m not going to be a vet.”“What about Mum?” Olly said. “What’ll she
say?”“It’s not Mum’s life, is it? She wants me to be a vet because she is, because Dad was. Well,
I don’t want it. She just assumed I did. They all did. Ever since I was very little, Olly, I only ever
really wanted to do one thing.”“What?”“I just want to make people laugh. I want to make people
happy. It’s what people need most, Olly. I really believe that. And I can do it. I can make people
laugh. It’s what I do best.”Olly knew that well enough. Matt had kept her smiling all her life.
Whatever her troubles – at school, with her mother, with friends – he had always been able to
make them go away. Somehow he could always make her laugh through her tears. He had a
whole repertoire of silly walks, silly voices, silly faces, particularly silly faces – he had a face like
rubber. He could mime and mimic, he could tell jokes at the same time as he juggled – bad
jokes, the kind Olly liked but could never remember. And when, on special occasions,
Christmases, parties, birthdays, he dressed up in his yellow-spotted clown costume, with his
oversized, red check trousers and his floppy shoes, painted his face and put on his great red
nose and his silly bowler hat with the lid on it, then he could reduce anyone to gales of laughter,
even Gaunty Bethel – and that was saying something. He could make people happy all right.Matt
wouldn’t look at her as he spoke. “I’m going to be a clown, Olly, I mean a real clown. And now I
know where I’m going to do it. I’m going where my swallows go. I’m going to Africa. Did you see
that girl on the news with the flies on her face? There’s thousands like her, thousands and
thousands, and I’m going to try to make them happy, some of them at least. I’m going to
Africa.”Everyone did all they could to stop him. Matt’s mother told him again and again that it was
just a waste of a good education, that he was throwing away his future. Olly said it was a long



way away, that he could catch diseases, and that it was dangerous in Africa with all those lions
and snakes and crocodiles.Gaunty Bethel told him in no uncertain terms just what she thought
of him. “What they need in Africa, Matt,” she said, “is food and medicine and peace, not jokes. It’s
absurd, ridiculous nonsense.”Every uncle, every aunt, every grandmother, every grandfather,
came and gave their dire warnings. Matt sat and listened to each of them in turn, and then said,
as politely as he could, that it was his life and that he would have to live it his way. He argued
only with his mother. With her, it was always fierce and fiery, and so loud sometimes that they
would wake Olly up with it, and she’d go downstairs crying and begging them to stop.

Dear Olly Michael Morpurgo Dominos, Dear Olly Michael Morpurgo DoorDash, Dear Olly
Michael DoorDash, Dear Olly Michael Dominos, Dear Olly Michael dow jones, Dear Olly
Michael Dollar Tree, Dear Olly Michael disney plus, Dear Olly Michael Dairy Queen, Dear Olly
Michael Dollar General, Dear Olly Michael Delta airlines, Dear Olly Delta airlines, Dear Olly dow
jones, Dear Olly Dollar Tree, Dear Olly disney plus, Dear Olly Dairy Queen, Dear Olly Dollar
General

The Butterfly Lion (First Modern Classics), Why the Whales Came, Toro! Toro!, Little Manfred,
Outlaw: The Story of Robin Hood, A Medal for Leroy, Listen to the Moon, Favourite Dog Stories:
Shadow, Cool! and Born to Run, The Butterfly Lion, Favourite Cat Stories: The Amazing Story of
Adolphus Tips, Kaspar and The Butterfly Lion



reinier, “Morpurgo is a great writer. Michael Morpurgo is a great writer. No matter which subject
he tackles, the (young) reader will be treated with quality literature and spellbinding plots. Our
daughter and I have read several of his books, and we all love them. Dear Olly made no
exception. Morpurgo deserves a lot more attention from the bookstores in the States than he
actually gets (reason why we order his titles from Amazon; American bookstores usually carry
War Horse only), and should be translated into more foreign languages.”

Verity Ladds, “Enjoyable for young and old alike. I read this because my Grandson was doing so
at school and I liked the look of the book and wanted to be able to discuss it with him.I think it is
a beautiful book, well written and enjoyable by young and old alike. I particularly liked the fact
that the story line was 'gritty' at times, although all did end well. I think children need to know
that life does not always run smoothly, but that with strength and determination a 'happy ending'
is possible”

Mrs Alison J Smalley, “They were reunited as a family, and despite disability and loss of limb, the
person got through.. This book was also interesting to learn about distant countries where loved
ones were apart and missing eachother. Also about wanting to help people in need when the
person felt people didn’t care.”

freddie O, “Dear Olly and all Michael Morpugo novels. I have really enjoyed all the Michael
Morpurgo novels I have received and read. He is a very nice author who is easy to read for
adults and children.  I will be buying more of his books.”

Emma 11, “Read it!!. I love this book! It has sad moments in it but I don't mind them! I think the
boy made the right decision to go to Africa and be a clown and entertain all the poor, unhappy
kids! This book is moving and touched my heart! I wanted the book to go on forever! The only
thing that annoyed was that the book was quite short! There were tense moments in the book
and moments that made me stop and think! I rate this book 9·5/10 and recommend it to 7-12
years! This book had so much meaning and I think you should definitely put it on your wish list!”

The book by Michael Morpurgo has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 108 people have provided feedback.
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